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! IGHT on the ocean, fourteen miles | 
| from Boston on the historic North shore.” 
| (J Bathing, boating and tennis, motoring and 

dancing; golf nearby; an unsurpassed cuisine, 
| ( During the last year, the New Ocean House 
has been enlarged and improved, and 450 
guests can now be accommodated. (J Telephone 
in every room. Garage on hotel ground; effici- 
ent and courteous service. A summer hotel de 


luxe. ( Rates $5 per day and upward. 
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Owners and Managers 
131 State Street Boston, Mass. 





| Write for New Illustrated Booklet which 
tells all about the New Ocean House Il 
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To horse! To horse! Merrymakers enjoying water sports at Brightwaters, L. I., 
one of New York's growing suburbs. 
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Once In Four Years 
NCE in four years, the leap year 
girl may exercise her privilege of 
speaking the first word in the matrimo- 
nial joint debate. 
In other years, the 
man speaks the 
first word—or im- 
agines he does, 
although as a rule 
he is the phono- 
graph which utters 
a feminine decis- 
ion already arrived at—while she, of 
course, reserves the feminine prerogative 
of the last word. But her first word is 
not her last word, nor her last word her 
first word—unless she is dumb, and in 
that case she makes a motion for the pre- 
vious question. 

The other leap year girl breaks silence 
every fourth year and does an impressive 
bit of speaking and decision. Public 
Opinion is her name. Two men court her 
favor and anxiously await her saying 
the word. There are two great organiza- 
tions, known as National Committees, 
who set themselves up in loco parentis. 
They fuss and they fume, they advise 
and they exhort, for all the world like a 
girl’s natural parents. Mightily do they 
strive to influence her decision. 

And the fickle jade, Public Opinion? 
She finds out which suitor is by odds the 
one she ought to select—and selects the 
other one. For if she will, she will, 
depend on it—if she won’t, she won’t, 
and there’s an end on’t. There being 
in this case but two, of dire necessity 
she must choose in accord with one set 
of parental advice—but in accord with, 
not because of, that advice! 

So the other fellow wins—and Uncle 
Sam and Miss Columbia—dear old 
maiden aunt!—are as happy as a mar- 
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riage bell ringing out the proved cer- 
tainty of a Reno four years hence. Not 
illogically or against nature has Miss 
Public Opinion made it almost a proverb 
that he who bets on any election should 
copper “the logical candidate.” 

Once in four years! Ah, but these are 
the extraneous, the occasional, the 
accidental—these are not the eternal 
verities. Fortunately for the race, the 
real blessings of life come not every 
fourth year, but every year—such as 
marriage and divorce, falling alike upon 
the just and the unjust, and blessing, 
like the gentle dews of heaven, or Portia’s 
quality of mercy, him who gives the 
decree and her who takes the alimony. 


Unlike sitting on a hot stove, a Presi- 
dent’s antipathy to a second trip is most 
acute before the first. 
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Sixes and Sevens 
OU may decry the talkative states- 
man—but do you notice much 
Henry Clay or Daniel Webster statuary 
defacing the public parks? 
# 

Many a man has lost a good friend by 
asking him for the loan of a dollar.—Phila- 
delphia Telegraph. 

Well, you can terminate the friendship 
—or leave it a loan. 

# 

Carranza may pussyfoot around for 
protection to home banditry, but Villa 
is the lad who brings home the bacon on 
a revenue only basis. 

5. 

Saddening thought: How many of 
the friends of your youth would lend 
you a pint of gasoline? For that matter, 
how many of them would you lend one? 





DAN, THE DIVER, GOES HOME TO DINNER WITHOUT CHANGING HIS CLOTHES AS USUAL 
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**Er—I hate to bother you, old man, but I worder if you'd mind lending me some 
of my garden tools for a few minutes?” 


A “Puttering”’ Forty-Five Minutes 

6¢\ZOU SAY, ma’am,” said the lawyer 

to the little, frail appearing old 
lady on the witness stand, “that you 
went to bed be- 
tween nine and ten 
o’clock on the night 
in question. Now 
will you please tell 
the court just what 
you did between 
nine and_ nine-for- 
ty-five o’clock that 
night. A little louder than you have been 
speaking, if you please.” 

“Well, I did a few little puttering things 
such as I usually do at that time. It was 
Monday night and I dampened a few 
things from the wash I wanted to iron 
next morning. Then I set my bread to 
rise, as I always do on Monday nights. 
Then I darned a hole in one o’ the socks 
my husband had taken off, and I laid 
the fire in the stove so that there would 
be nothing to do but to touch a match to 
it next morning. After that I chopped 
up some potato and hash for breakfast 
and I sewed a couple o’ buttons on a 
waist o’ mine; then I wound the clock 
and put the cat out and after that I et 
an apple while I looked over our weekly 





paper for a few minutes with my feet in 
a pan o’ warm water to sort o’ take the 
tired out of ’em. Then I looked out to 
see what the weather was likely to be the 
next day, and after that I went around 
to see that all the windows was down and 
the door shut. Then I heard a noise in 
the cellar and I took a lamp and went 
down there and looked around a few 
minutes and while I was there I straight- 
ened up my fruit closet a little. After 
that I washed out a couple o’ dishcloths 
and hung them on the rack to dry. I 
think that is about all I can remember of 
doing—just a few little puttering things 
I always do before I go to bed.” —J/. L. H. 


Behold! 
EHOLD the dainty summer girl 
The sweet, vivacious summer girl, 

At whom the sad prudes rail; 
With tricky heart and eyes aflame, 
In garments gay that know no shame, 
Willing—glad to take the blame, 

She hits the primrose trail. 


I would go with thee, summer girl, 
Could I endure that giddy whirl; 
But No! My heart is frail. 
I could not stand thy witching smile, 
I’d fall before thy dashing style, 
I’d miss my mark a blooming mile, 
I’m just a poor, meek male.—//. W. Dee. 


How It Was 
Willis—I suppose you received the 
bulk of your late uncle’s fortune. Yeu 
were his favorite, were you not? 
Gillis—Only in the betting. 
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“ 1 did not raise my check to be a convict.” 














RESPECTABILITY A HANDICAP 

ROM all the platitudes that might have been delivered 
in the course of a baccalaureate sermon at a Girls’ Col- 
lege, only one was expressed at the Vassar commencement, 
and that one was reversed. The speaker 
of the occasion didn’t allude to the 
graduates as Standing with Reluctant 
Feet Where the Brook and River Meet. 
He didn’t tell them that Homemaking 
was the Greatest Career of All. He 
didn’t even wax humorous and allude 
to Pearls before Swine in re their com- 
ing departure into the cold, cold world; 
but he did say “ Be Good, Sweet Maid, and let who will be 

Clever”—only he said it backwards! 
“To be perfectly respectable is a great handicap nowadays” 
I quote from the address. Well, maybe it is. If to be re- 
spectable means to adopt Puritanical airs, and never, never do 
anything which the consciences of your neighbors would dis- 
approve of, and be generally held up as a model, then there is 
something in the twisted quotation. Victoria was a great 
Queen, but the architecture and morals of her period are ter- 
rible handicaps to her immortality. And I suppose that it 
was this Victorian respectability that 
was being arraigned to the Vassar gradu- 





PREJUDICED 
667T°HIS defendant is charged with killing her husband,” 
stated the attorney. “Is there any reason why you 
could not give her a fair trial?” 
“Well,” replied Miss Oldgirl, who wanted to be honest, 
“T think that men are too scarce to be wasted that way.” 


The Modern Appeal 
Jones—What a splendid library you have! How inspir- 
ing it must be to live surrounded by the thoughts of the world’s 
greatest men! 
De Pyster—Er—yes—lI suppose so. By the way, old man, 
you haven’t the last issue of the Monthly Whoop, have you? 
I can’t wait to finish that “‘ Mystery of the Diamond Dishpan!” 


In the Night Hours Also 
Mrs. Carman—How do you like your new neighbors? 
Mr. Wheelbase—All right, except that they run their baby 
with a muffler cutout. 


Also Sailed 
Grace—He says he has the trimmest yacht on the lake. 
Jack—Well, it ought to be—it’s been trimmed enough. 








ates. But isn’t there danger that the 
girls may take the advice too seriously? 
And yet—somewhere in the back 
rooms of my cosmos lurks a sneaking 
hope that they will. F.G. H. 


A Cry of Distress 
ae ope thy door and take me in! 
The dews course down my cheeks 
like rain. 
To spurn me were a grievous sin. 
I perish here in thy disdain. 





My heart is cold, my breast is chill; 
I shrink to naught. Ah, hither fly! 
Alas, my end is near, and still 
Thou wilt not listen to my cry. 


Ah me, this heat upon my brow! 
This melting heat! I waste away; 

An hour or more I’ve lain here now, 
Ah, hear my plea and open, pray! 


I shall have perished in a trice, 
Then haste if thou would’st see me more, 
For I’m that fifty pounds of ice 
The iceman left outside the door. 
—Walter G. Doty. 


Too True 
“Pop, what do we mean by economy?” 
“Spending money in such a way as not 
to get any fun out of it, my son.” 


Mineroa—Why, 








Miranda—Don't Pe think every young girl should fit herself for marriage ? 


she did nobody would want to marry her. 
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HIS GOOD JUDGMENT 


“ Mother, just look! Father claims our dresses are indecently short and that he’s ashamed to be seen on the 
beach with us, and now he’s promised to teach that Thornhill person to swim!” 
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MARKOWITZ AND HENRY DISCUSS NATURE AND BUSINESS 


“LTENRY, you look like you was in 
Africa for ten years instead of on 
a white chicken farm for ten days,”’ re- 
marked Max Marko- 
witz, the skirt manu- 
facturer, to Henry 
Shapiro, his book- 
keeper and _ brother- 
in-law, upon the lat- 
ter’s return from his 
vacation one Mon- 
day morning in July. ‘Now I can see 
from your face that you got enough 
from nature for a whole year and will 
stop sitting in the office looking in the 
winde, more than in your books, with 
fancy dreams about boids and horses 
and dogs and all that back-to-nature 
schmuess. From to-day on, you must 
cut out all that nature nonsense and re- 
member that you come back from nature 
to woik and stick to the job, like if Benny 
the shipping cloik nailed you to it. But 
honest, Henry, who was right, you or me? 
Did you get what you expected in the 
country? Did you hear music from the 
boids? Galloping from the horses? 
Did you see real farmers? Did you have 
a little wild life difference from Broad- 
way and the Bronx? Did you——?” 
“Say, Max,” interrupted Henry, sar- 
castically; “‘from all them questions you 
ask me I think you would make a better 
census reporter than skoit manufacturer. 
And what is it if I didn’t find everything 
I wanted? Do you get everything you 
want? But wait—next year ve 
“Aha!” exclaimed Markowitz with a 
tone of satisfaction, “you already talk 
about next year! That’s a sign that this 
year’s vacation ain’t a big number. 
Didn’t I told you that you wouldn’t find 
the life you wanted in Pine Bluff, two 
dollars from New York, what Roosevelt 
found in Africa? If you done what I 
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told you, you would have a good time 
and go to Arverne. Anyway, I hope 
you're through with nature and country 
for a long time. Ever since the foist 
of May, you made me sick talking about 
them things. I hope you had enough 
boid music for a whole year! Tell me 
honest, Henry, did you hear any music 
from boids that you are so crazy about?”’ 

“How could I hear the music from 
boids,”’ retorted Henry, ““when day and 
night till two o’clock in the morning 
all the boarders were singing ‘My Baby 
Bumble Bee’ on the porch and playing 
*Ta-ra-ta-ta-ta! Ta-ra-ta-ta-ta!’ on the 
phonograph while everybody was danc- 
ing like in Coney Island?” 

**Ain’t you even seen beautiful horses 
with quickness and fire?’ demanded 
Markowitz. 

“Horses? What for horses, voss for 
horses!’’ replied Henry in a tone of 
disgust. ‘“‘Our farmer had an oto- 
mobile what looked like they had 
otomobiles before Columbus. It 
always had a cold in the engine, 
like the fresh air didn’t agree with 
it, and you had to wait till it got 
cured before it commenced to go. 
The only horses I seen was a pickt- 
che in the garage by the station 
what used to be a blacksmith shop 
and in another place where they sell 
gasoline and oil what used to be a 
hay and feed store.” 

“*And people?” persisted Marko- 
witz. ‘“Didn’t you meet any peo- 
ple around the farm, what are so hon- 
est and innocent like babies? What 
live the whole time with nature and 
can’t even read or write?” 

“What couldn’t read or write!” 
repeated Henry mockingly. ‘Our 
farmer by whom I stopped was read- 
ing books from Shakespeare and 


Ibsen and his wife asked if I thought 
‘New Thought’ was better than old 
thought. Of course I thought just like 
she—I didn’t know what she was talk- 
ing about. The only man what couldn't 
read or write English was the hired Po- 
lack, but he’s going to go to night school 
in New York. Next year, Max, I’m go- 
ing far, far away in the West, thousands 
and thousands of miles. I will see a 
picktche from nature with animals and 
horses and——” 









“No, I don’t want that one, mother. Short tails 
is cruelty to animals.” 
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Young America—Don't try to go through there, 
mister; you'll never make it! 


“Henry!” shouted Markowitz angrily, 
“if you’re going to commence again that 
nonsense about nature that you went to 
the country to get cured from you better 
go home and forget to come back! I 
had plenty from you—that’s enough! 
Get busy quick and make up for your 
vacation and loafing. You can’t make 
a living from boids. Look at me, look 
how I hustle! And I already got an es- 
tablished business with a regular line 
customers! - 

“Well, you like business, but I don’t!” 
maintained Henry emphatically. 

“Like business!” exclaimed Marko- 
witz bitterly. “Who likes business? 
Do you think I like hanging around some 
of my crazy customers and cut-throat 
buyers like I was their soivant? Saying 
‘How do you do’ to them like a head- 
waiter and ‘Good-by’ like a French- 


man? Bumming around with them when 
I like to be with Minnie and the chil- 
dren? Do you think I like such monkey 
business and make a night so big for 
them sporty buyers that it should be so 
long like a year and pass so quick like 
a minute? Do you think I like to retain 
stuff what I can’t use and take away the 
credit from an old customer what’s in 
hard luck? Oser! It hoits me right here 
deep i in the heart!” 

“It hoits you, why don’t you stop it?” 
asked Henry sympathetically. 

‘Stop it!” repeated Markowitz, “and 
have my Minnie and Lester and Florence 
live in Pitt Street with three rooms and 
four boarders like some of my operators! 
So long you got to be in business you got 
to do them things. If you want to do 
everything just so and have the rights 
of the other feller in your mind, you got 
to get out. Business is a fight; it makes 
no difference how fair you fight, you’ve 
got to hoit somebody. 

“I wish there was no such thing as 
business, then I would be satisfied,” 
continued Markowitz dreamily. “I 
don’t care to be a Rockefeller. All I 
want for me and my little mishtocha is 
a little farm in the country, with a big 
dog and little pigeon boids all around 
the roof. A fat cow in the barn and a 
horse with a fine silk coat; a little river 
running by the house and simple honest 
people all around me. And ” 

“Max, what’s become from you?” 
demanded Henry. ‘Just a minute ago 
you said I was talking nonsense and now 
you are talking the same 

“Oh, did I?” said Markowitz with a 
start. “I think it is nonsense to talk 





A LASS AND A LACK 


about it in business time. Henry, call 
up Herman Gordon and tell him to sue 
Katz and Katz from Pittsfield at oncet!” 


The Ice-Cream Girl 
Fp pte nese she appears 
In chocolate-colored shoes, 
A blouse of palest pistache green, 
\ skirt of lemon hues; 
Strawberry pink describes the scarf 
Of silken fabric that 
She negligently ties about 
Her big cream-colored hat. 


To daily tutti-frutti feasts 
Her highest longings reach, 
Her dreams are all of frozen creams, 
She is herself a peach. 
The ice-cream girl though very sweet 
Can make her coldness felt, 
But lo! a little spooning soon 
Induces her to melt. 
Minna Irving. 
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Oculist 


Can you read that ? 
Patient—Sure! but durned if I kin pernounce it. 
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We are no other than a moving row of magic shadow shapes, that come and go, 
"Round with the sun-illumined lantern led in midnight by the master of the show.—Omar Khayyam 


HEY had known each other only AND SHE NEVER KNEW! 


L. M. 


a short ten days, but he had 
made up his mind that he would speak 
to her. They walked away from the hotel 
perhaps a mile, and sat down together on 
a grassy bluff overlooking the beach. She 
was undeniably a very pretty girl and his 
tall figure, as straight as an arrow, was a 
fine contrast to hers as they walked along. 
He was handsome also, but in a thoroughly 
masculine way. 

After they had sat down and he had arranged things for her 
he said: 

“T love you!” 

There was no ornamentation of manner about that declara- 
tion. It was a plain, simple statement that fully met all the 
requirements. She looked at him for a moment in startled 
surprise. As a matter of fact, the declaration had come to her 
as a complete surprise. She had not been expecting it. She 
said as much. 

“You astonish me greatly,” she said. “I had not thought 
of you in that way. You know in a place like this 
where one is more or less free and easy, one does 
not expect a man to be as much in earnest—are you 
really in earnest?” 

“Tam. I have thought it all over and—I love 
you!” 

She got up almost immediately. 

“T am sorry,” she said with a touch of cold- 
ness. “I have deceived you. I realize now that I 
was wrong. You see, there were no men here, and 
perhaps I have given you quite a wrong impression. 
I do not love you. On the contrary.” 

“Why on the contrary?” 

“You compel me to speak quite frankly. I 
could not become attached to any man who this sum- 
mer—of all summers—comes to a place like this.” 

“Why not?” 

“You ought to know the reason why. Every 
training camp in the country is an answer to that 
question. Any man who spends his vacation moon- 
ing at a summer resort, when he ought to be patriotic 
enough to offer himself to his country—I am so sorry 
to say this—well, I couldn’t consider the love of 
such a man.” 

He had gotten up with her, and as she spoke, he 
bowed. 

“You are quite right, I suppose,” he said. 
“Shall we go back?” 

They walked back to the hotel in silence. Just 
before they entered he held out his hand. 
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“You won’t mind shaking hands 
with me,” he asked. “I am going 
back to town on the next train.” 

She took his hand. ‘“‘Perhaps—” she said. But he had 
partly turned away and was moving off. Somehow she seemed to 
realize then that she had hurt him more than she thought. She 
saw him go off in the bus a little later, without any ostenta- 
tion. As the bus moved away a friend she had not seen for 
a long time, and who had just come in by motor, came up 
effusively. 

“Oh, Gertrude!” exclaimed the friend. “So glad to see you. 
How are you, dear? I came too late, didn’t I?” 

“For what?” 

“Why, as I drove in I saw Mr. Gayle riding off in the bus. 
Of course you met him. He was the young man, you know, who 
volunteered for ambulance service in France and was breveted. 
He was wounded and had to come back. I imagine that he 
was ordered down here for a rest before going back to the front. 


9? 


But of course, dear, you must know all about him! 





When your wife hangs a screen door it is a crime. 


> \ 


“Ah, how beautiful she was, and how madly I loved her! Let me see— 


what the deuce was her name?’ 





XUM 





XUM 


























Cries from water—Help, Help! 


Number Nine 
MAY have been the dancing; 
(It couldn’t be the punch!) 
It may have been the flowers she wore, 
A crimson-flaming 
bunch; 
It may have been the 
heated room, 
It may have been 
design; 
But Lucy’s cheeks 
were glowing 
As we “sat out” 
number nine. 





It may have been at something 
She’d heard somebody say; 

It may have been the brightest mot 
From Broadway’s latest play; 

It may have been because her gown 
Caused rivals to repine; 

But Lucy’s lips were smiling 
As we “sat out” number nine. 

It may have been the music; 
It may have been—a tear! 

It may have been because she felt 
Dan Cupid hiding near; 

It may have been the knowledge that 
Her hands were held in mine; 

But Lucy’s eyes were shining 
As we “sat out”? number nine. 

It may have been the moonlight 
Upon the dewy grass; 

(Such things, I’m told, will often bring 
Strange happenings to pass.) 

It may have been—but wherefore try 
A reason to assign? 

I proposed—and was accepted— 
As we “sat out” number nine.—F.G. H. 


Lazytown Local News 

MAN who has been taking more 
. papers than he can read died at his 
home near Bounding Billows last week, 
and the editor of the Tickville Tidings, 
who can’t hear any too well anyway, 
somehow overlooked the news item. 

# 

The postoffice in the Calf Ribs neigh- 
borhood was entered and robbed of 
several two-cent 
stamps one night 
last week. The 
mail carrier has 
been given a de- 
scription of the 
stamps and will 
keep a watch-out 
for them. 

# 

To test the ef- 
ficiency of the 
government’s 
postoffice depart- 
ment, Slim Pick- 
ens this week 
wrote a letter 
and sent it away 
without address- 
ing it.—George 
Bingham. 


The freak dan- 
ces seem to be on 
their last legs. 





Policeman—ls this real, or is it 


a moving-picture stunt? 


Almost Too Easy 
Mrs. Dibble—I see you run a gasoline 
car. Is it hard for you to shift the gears? 
Mrs. Dabble—No, it is as easy as it is 
for most people to shift responsibility. 


Like Most 
Rubberham—Did your runabout cost 
much? 
Wheeley—Not so much as it has. 





Scotch surgeon—I'll pull ye thru, all richt, Sandy. Ye'll recall that I 
always pulled ye over th’ line at a tug-o'-war. 

Patient—Hoot, mon! ‘tis a black lee! I'll—— 

Surgeon—There, there, Sandy, ye’re all richt, now. 


Th’ crisis is over. 

















HERE is no blessing, howe’er great, that doesn’t jar some 
luckless skate. When o’er good fortune you rejoice, 
some other fellow lifts his voice, in lamentations dire 

and grim; what pleases you is jolting him. 

The rain comes down in liquid drops and saves the farmer’s 
parching crops. The farmer dances in his glee; a whooping, 
happy hayseed he. “The greatest blessing man can gain,” 
says Hayseed Hiram, “is the rain. Than gold mines it has 
greater worth, and it restores the palsied earth, and makes 
the Hubbard squashes grow, and heals the heart that aches 
with woe.” 

But somewhere in the woodland dells a roar of indignation 
swells. There men and dames in raiment gay have come to 
spend a joyous day; and there, bedraggled, in the rain, they 
raise umbrellas and complain. And they orate, their tempers 
hot, ‘“‘The weather prophet should be shot. There is no sense 
in all this juice that’s coming down to beat the deuce.” 

And thus it is with everything. At early morn the birdlets 
sing, and I arise at break of day to hear their merry roundelay. 
I would not miss their concert grand for all the organs in the 
land. And as I sit beneath a tree, and hear them warbling 
over me, I wonder how some men can lie and sleep when birds 
are singing nigh. 

And then I see a window lift, and Uncle Henry, in his shift, 
pokes out his head and says, ““By James! Doggone the birds 
and all their games! I try all night to get asleep, and just 
when dawn begins to peep, I drop into a gentle snooze,” here 
at a wren he throws his shoes, ‘“‘and then these ding-donged 
songsters come, and knock my slumbers out of plumb! They 
make me utter sinful words! If I could catch the blasted birds, 
I'd wring their blinky blanky necks, regardless of their age or 
sex!” 

And thus we see, oh, gentle jays, that blessings seem to 
work both ways. 


Same Principle 
Visitor—The people in this section are way behind the 
times. Look at all the power in those falls in the river. 
Why don’t you harness it? 
Rastus—Huh. Dere’s a lot of power in dat mule ob mine 
but ah’d like to see anybody harness him. 


Hope 
Knicker—Why do you dine there? 
Bocker—1 hope to get a stock market tip from the waiter. 


DOCTRINE OF THE BEST 
AID the Flathead to the Highbrow: “This is as good ; 
place as any. Let us sit down and talk it over.” 
“T have nothing to arbitrate,” said the Highbro 
disdainfully. 

“Oh, that’s all right. Brander Matthews says you are edu 
cated beyond your intelligence. That’s all that’s the matter 
with you. As for me, I am really sublimely conceited. I'm 
intensely proud of being a flathead and consider myself superior 
to the rest of mankind. I secretly look upon you with contempt.” 

“T look upon you with contempt, but not secretly.” 

“Then the only difference between us is that you are more 
honest than Iam.”’ The Highbrow considered. 

“No,” he said, “there is also another difference. Iam bet 
ter educated.” 

“Ah! But this is equalized by the fact that while you may 
be burdened with more information, you haven’t assimilated 
it. So that the excess in your education over mine is neutral- 
ized by my modesty. With me everything is fundamental; 
with you it is superficial. I am also more human than you are. 
I admit my weakness. That constitutes my great strength.”’ 

“Let's fight it out,” said the Highbrow. “The one who wins 
will be the superior.” 

A terrific encounter ensued. At one time it looked as if 
the Flathead would win. But the Highbrow finally knocked 
him out. 

“Is my education superior to yours?” he asked. 

et Ng 

“Is my philosophy of life a better thing than yours?” 

wo > 

“Are you a failure?” 

“T am.” 

“Don’t you wish now that you were exactly like me?” 

“T do.” 

“Then you are a liar. Get up. As a matter of fact, you 
were entirely right about me. Iam a fraud. You are better 
than I am as you said and as bad as you are. But when you 
were younger, you did not take boxing lessons, and I did. 
In short, no matter what you are, if you are able to defend 
yourself, your philosophy of life is always the best there is.”’ 

—Chesterton Todd. 
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Her father—| suppose you and Marie have made as much prepara- 
tion for matrimony as Uncle Sam has for war? ; 
Her lover—Oh, more than that. We've planned ahead for six weeks! 
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HY DO YOU want to get rid of me tor a 

month?” Mrs. Teddy Rangeley pouted. Teddy 

had been trying to induce her to run down to the 

shore. “I’ve heard that married men invariably 
like to be free in town in the summer. And though you did 
love me dearly for a time, I find that honeymoons don't 
last!” 

Her pout grew almost to facial disfiguration, though she 
was a very pretty woman. They had been married going 
on a year. 

“You're not well, dearest. I know it. You're positively 
pale,” replied Teddy, kissing her solicitously. He had taken 
her in his arms before she concluded her reflection upon hus- 
bands and honeymoons. “I shall have to insist upon your 
seeing Dr. Jones if you don’t take a vacation and get some color. 
And you know, darling, what awful medicines Dr. Jones 
prescribes.” 

“I'd be willing to go, perhaps, darling’”—the pout disap- 
peared while she kissed him back—‘if you’d promise me— 
faithfully, mind—to come down for the week-ends.”’ 

“You're a silly person about some things, dear one, after 
all. Do you think I could stand it away from you more than 
three or four days at a time? Of course I’ll run down for the 
week-ends!” 

“Every week—surely?” 

“Nothing can keep me away!” 

And fresh kisses sealed it. Mrs. Rangeley started the 
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next Monday for Broad Beach, and wired ‘leddy of her safe 
arrival. Tuesday morning she wrote him a long, long letter, 
telling him how dearly she loved him. Tuesday afternoon she 
struck up acquaintance with three women who, strangely 
enough, were as fond of Auction Bridge as she was. 
Wednesday she wrote a short letter during a Bridge inter- 
val, and cautioned Teddy to remember that he was to 
come down on Saturday. Thursday she didn’t get time to 
write and didn’t think it necessary, for she received two 
letters from Teddy, one belonging to Tuesday and mailed 
so late it came with the one written Wednesday. “I wonder 
what Teddy is doing?” she thought. But forgetting it she re- 
sumed the game. 

Broad Beach’s chief hotel hasall the advantages of the higher 
civilization combined with some features of shore and country. 
The railway runs directly into its grounds on one side. A 
bathing beach is on the other front. Immediately on the two 
remaining sides are semblances of a truly rural neighborhood, 
somewhat artificial, but running into groves and the like com- 
paratively unsophisticated. The windows of Mrs. Rangeley’s 
suite looked out and down upon one of these sides, which in 
the foreground presented a lily pond—called Lake Constance, 
probably with an idea that love-makers might select the vicin- 
ity—seen through shrubbery which stopped near the pond and 
grew thicker toward actual woods. 

Mrs. Rangeley watched for the first train Saturday morn- 
ing, but did not see her Teddy. He was a passenger, but had 




















KIN LEND YE THE LOAN OF A RAKE, MISTER” 





remained in the baggage car with kindred spirits telling stories And down she went, after looking in a mirror and dab- 
or something. They didn’t get out at once, as this was the — bing her face with powder to hide the traces of tears. 

road’s terminus; but in a few minutes the bunch appeared, As she stepped from the elevator she saw a young woman 

laughing heartily. she was sure was the creature Teddy had kissed and embraced 

\ She was amazed. Thinking Teddy _ on the shore of the lily pond, and gave her a look that ought to 


{4 had not come, she went up to her have reduced her to a cinder. The young woman stared back 
rooms and began to cry softly, for she with a puzzled expression. 





le ae had told her Bridge associates he would Nearing the desk Mrs. Rangeley could hardly believe her 
Se q surely arrive. As the tears flowed she eyes. There stood two Teddies, facing each other, shaking 
went to a window and looked out. The hands and laughing. She heard the clerk, a facetious fellow, 


i lily pond below was as smooth and clear _ introducing them: 











as a mirror. She saw something reflected “Dromio of Ephesus, this is Dromio of Syracuse. In other 
on its face. There stood her Teddy, his hat upon the words, Mr. Rangeley of New York, this is Mr. Dodd of Chicago 
ground, with arms about a young woman. And they were —Mr. Dodd, Mr. Rangeley. You ought to have been twins!” 


kissing! 


Mrs. Rangeley screamed. Teddy and the young woman His Absentmindedness 
heard her, and with guilty consciences separated quickly and 6¢—)ECKON, all things considered, that Dud Rucker is the 
disappeared. most absent-minded gent in this community,” said the 


In one brief moment Mrs. Rangeley’s decision was made. landlord of the Petunia tavern. “Although the railroad com- 
She would return to the city without seeing her faithless hus- pany moved their depot three years ago and put it about 
band and go to mamma. In ten minutes she had packed her _ twenty rods up the track, and Dud has been leaning against it 
trunk—a proceeding that otherwise would have taken hours at frequent intervals ever since, the same as he did for years 
and all excitement she called up the hotel office. before, blamed if he didn’t go out the other day with something 

“Is this the clerk? What clerk? Any clerk, please, who on his mind, and calmly lean back against the place where the 
can take an order! Yes. Mrs. Rangeley, suite D-16. Please depot used to be, and fall down and implicate himself quite 
make out my bill. Yes, I'm going away. No train until one a good deal on a sharp rock!” 
o’clock? But I must get to New York at once! A taxi to 
the main line? Ten miles? Trains every half hour from Excited News 
there? Well, order a taxi for me right away. And send up Excited small sister—I just saw Florrie in the messaline. 
a porter for my trunk!”’ and she’s wearing the loveliest mezzanine dress you ever saw! 























































MA’S GINGER COOKIES 


Them home-made ginger cookies, yum! 
I smelt ‘em in my homesick dreams, 
In rice fields where the bullets hum, 
And jungles where the bolo gleams: 
O’er fifteen thousand miles of foam, 
Them ginger cookies called me home! 


I've roamed among the Isles of Spice, 
And sniffed them oriental smells; 
The slant-eyed Geisha gals is nice— 
And Luzon’s lusty, brown-skinned belles; 
But, ma, my heart was ever true 
To Yankee gingersnaps and you! 


I hoped, when I came home, to bring 
Rich presents from the mystic East; 
And loot enough to crown a king— 
Or make us rich for life, at least 
I meant to bring you clothes galore, 
And never let you work no more. 


I had two bolts of Chinese silk, 
Ten rubies from a ruined shrine, 
And ivories as white as milk— 
A month ago that junk was mine. 
In coming home—we—shot some craps. 
Say, ma, yum, yum; them gingersnaps!—C. L. Edson. 


Really Wonderful 
ponUrtT SYRUP, the Great Detective, was figuring up his 


expense account on an invisible typewriter: 


Dictagraph service a eee 
Dictaphone... .. . - « « »« CCQGD 
es 
Eleemosenary Etherizations ow 6 « gee 
Non-Existent Chemicals . . . . . . = .52200.50 
mere Bumkum ... . is lt ltl lw ltl REGS 
mereeene ee kk ee et 22.00 
General Intelligence ....... . .50 

. | re . .  $55663.00 


“Hum, H-m. We Scientific Detectives come high, but 
what would the Magazines do without us?”—Fred Ladd. 


Force of Habit 

“T thought Dr. Smartwork was your dentist.” 

“So he was, but not now. Since he has taken to driv- 
ing his car he has become so enamored of its construction 
and has it so much on his mind that he goes at your mouth 
as if he were repairing another automobile.” 


FLORAL NOTES FROM UPPER BROADWAY 
Mr. A. Flatdweller Writes Concerning His Garden 
E FEEL sure that the golden asters are going to be a 
success, because dandelions have always done so well 
around here. 

There are a number of things coming up that we did not 
plant but we have decided not to pull them for fear that we 
did. 

The last tenants took one of the electric light fixtures with 
them but they overlooked a dahlia bulb in the back yard. 

We had to put in nasturtiums to stop people asking us why 
we didn’t have any. 

They were repairing the water main yesterday and our 
garden didn’t get a drop of water. 

A nursery man told me that a good deal-of grafting is being 
done in his business, and I believe him. 

When someone told Arabella that wildflowers have pistils 
she said she should think that would be dangerous. 

The morning glories do not open promptly every morning 
so we are going to try to get some four-o’clocks with an alarm 
attachment. 

A man never knows what optimism really is until he buys 
something from a seed merchant. 

Wife says that the crimson rambler is beautiful but so many 
people have them. 

You think your garden is small until you begin to count 
up the things you have brought home for it. 

Somebody left the electric light burning on the back porch 
and the next morning our sunflower was utterly exhausted. 

A man no more than gets through shaking hands with the 
furnace than he has to begin massaging the flower-beds. 

We were going to build a trellis for the sweet peas but have 
decided to wait and see if they are. —Douglas Malloch. 





It is probable that the oldest inhabitant lives so long be- 
cause there is so little breadth and depth to his living. 

















Bess—What did Bob give for his car? 
Jack—Practically nothing. His notes, with my endorsement! 
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AT THE 


Many to Be Forgiven 
HE little son of the dramatic critic 
had just returned from his first 
visit to Sunday school. 
“And what did the minister say?’ 
his mother asked. 
“He prayed that God forgive us for 


our press passes.” 


Modern Amazons 


()' I’ to the seashore we scamper, the crew 
ot us: 


Off with the coin that we've saved for a 
year 
Come! Wealthy gentlemen! Come get a 
view of us! 
Out on parade with our helmet and spear! 


What if our helmet is fashioned of violets, 
What if our spear is a tremulous fan? 
Old-fashioned Amazons knew not the trial- 

ettes 
Due to a “summer girl” out for a man, 


Where there is one, there are twenty or more 
ot us, 

Risking ; 

Oh! How it smites at the purse and the core 


sun-stroke to make him advance, 


Nineteen poor souls of us ain't got a chance! 


Jane Burr. 


UNIVERSITY OF 


Modernized Scripture and Proverb 
PROPHET IS not without honor 
save in the local barber-shop. 

A wise son maketh a considerably 

surprised father. 

Whatsoever a man soweth that will he 
expect to sell later at war-prices. 

When in Rome buy life insurance. 

Every dog has his night. 

To thine own self be true and 
follow, as the night the day, thou canst 
expect little better than to be dubbed 
“a self-centered mutt who is always 
looking out for Number One!” 

_ Roscoe Gilmore Slolt. 


it will 


Why It Was 
Tcacher—After Columbus returned to 
Spain his influence waned and he be- 


gan to slip. 
Reddy Backrow—Was that why they 


put the chains on him? 


A Success 
tuntice—What did little Mary get at 
her birthday party? 
WVother—Three books, four handker- 
chiefs and the measles. 


COLORADO 


Polly 1 understand Mr. Scribbler is a novelist; but it seems to me he is rather lacking in imagination. Don't you think so? 
Dolly—Not at all. On the contrary, he writes a perfectly beautiful love letter. 


No Bays Around 
7s you a bay window at your 
new home?” asked Mrs. Way- 
upp of Mrs. Quickrox. 

“Well, hardly,” replied the latter. 
“You know we live some distance from 
the water.” 

In Most Any Old Town 
JE HAVE upon our baseball team 
\ host of talent, it would seem, 
In luding one who leads a band, 
And one who holds the winning hand 
Whenever he plays poker. 

And then there is an actor, too, 

Who's quite the equal of John Drew, 

Likewise a tenor with a voice 

Who makes Caruso second choice, 

Tis true, for I’m no joker. 


The checkers champ is with the bunch, 
\lso a boxer with a punch; 
hen there's a record golfer, too, 
Likewise a “ jack-knife artist’ who 
Most wond’rous things can whittle. 
But there is something which gets me, 
In fact is quite a mystery, 
*Tis that the club, when siening men, 
Did not pick one, who now and then, 
Could play baseball a little. 
—k. A. Gocwe 





XUM 











A CONVERSATION 


By MYRON ZOBEL 
‘¢DHYLLIS!” “Eleanor!” 


““Tt’s three years at least since we 
met last!” 

“Yes, at the Crockers’. . . . 

. during our Easter vacation.” 

“Oh, tell me, dear, tell me, what have 
you been doing with yourself all this 
time? You’re married, of course. But 
to whom? I just can’t wait to hear! 
Now begin at the beginning, dear, at the 
very beginning, and tell me all about it!” 

‘Well, you remember that last Sunday 
at the Crockers’ how I. . .” 

“Yes, that last Sunday—that was the 
day my William proposed. Oh, Eleanor, 
you should see my William—and the 
But go on, dear; please go 
on—I am just dying to hear you.” 

“Well, as I was saying, that Sun- 

OP es. 
“Oh, Eleanor! quick! we mustn’t 
stand here in the street this way, we'll 
be run over! Look! that was Mrs. 
Shaifty’s machine that just passed us. 
Such a woman! Clothes and jewelry is 
all she thinks of—never a moment for her 
friends; only herself. ‘Shaifty First!’ 
they call her. . . ‘Sunday’ you were 
saying. 

“*Sunday?’ Oh, yes, Sunday. That 
Sunday, that eventful Sunday! Shall I 
ever forget it!—and that stuffy littie 
arbor with the wicker chairs! I had been 
sitting there...” 

“*Sitting?’ Surely you don’t mean 
sitting! There was no sitting on those 
chairs! I remember how William tried to 


” 


twins. ... 





sit on one of them—one of the little flat 
mushroomy ones—and fell flat on the 
floor. His flannels were ruined, simply 
ruined, poor fellow! You can imagine 
falling like that on a dirt floor; and all 
his tea over him, of course. Mr. Crocker 
fortunately had an extra pair which he 
lent him. Poor William! he didn’t mind 
the tea so much, which was lukewarm 
anyway, but the new flannels were too 
small for him, too tight and too short 
both—oh, what a sight he was! But, 
dear, you haven’t told me about that 
Sunday yet, and I’m simply splitting 
with curiosity. What ever were you doing 
in the arbor?” 

‘“*Doing?’ Why, I hadn’t been there 
five minutes alone before . . .” 
Alone!’ Oh, Eleanor, what a hostess! 
Now that you speak of it, too, 1 remember 
what Lady de Constance remarked. 
‘Mrs. Crocker,’ she said, ‘pays us no 
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attention, no attention whatsoever— 
we might be Summer boarders, regular 
paying boarders, for all the care she gives 
us!’ By the way, do you know the Lady 
Constance? Such a creature! Such an 
exquisite creature! Not beautiful, you 
know, but gracious; and poised, my dear, 
poised. . . . Oh, just see, it’s six already 
and William will be waiting!—oh, my 
dear, you must excuse me, you really 
must! I’ve been so interested in all you’ve 
had to say I simply didn’t dream it was 
so late; but really, dear, I can’t stop now 
to hear another word, not another word 

I know it’s rude to rush off this way with- 
out a syllable to you about myself; but, 
dear, our motor’s being painted and I'll 
simply have to fly. . Here’s my 
address! Now do call soon, dear, soon! 
—terribly glad we met—good-by, good- 
by—you don’t know how I have enjoyed 


Ba 


our conversation! 





“ Waiter!” ** Yessir.” 


“You haven't forgotten my chops?” 


“No, sir. I 


remember your face quite well, sir.” 




















ALTITUDE 


Mrs. Younghusband—lIt's very steep here, isn't it? Higher even 
than in the Adirondacks. 

Mr. Younghusband—I don’t know. my dear. We will be better 
able to judge after we see the hotel bill. 


THE DISCOVERY 
By WILLIAM SANFORD 


M® and Mrs. Brown could not decide where to spend their 

vacation. It was the proverbial two weeks. They were 
suburbanites. Mr. Brown was a commuter to the neighboring 
city. 

They went over the attractions of every place they had 
visited in past seasons, but could not arouse sufficient interest 
to visit any of them again. 

Then one Saturday Mr. Brown brought home a pocketful of 
booklets issued by various railroads in which were illuminated 
the attractions of many vacation spots to be reached by the 
respective railroads. 

On Sunday, the day before their vacation commenced, 
Mr. and Mrs. Brown went heroically at their task. They read 
every booklet from beginning to end. 

When they were through they discovered that the most 
attractively described place of all was the town in which they 
lived. The beauty of the lake was expounded, the delightful 
bathing, the wonderful fishing, the joys of canoeing on the 
shimmering surface of the tranquil waters were eloquently 
described. 

The fine old trees were dwelt upon, the beautiful drives, 
the handsome residences; the quiet, orderly neighborhood. 

The crystal spring drinking water was mentioned. Its 
very high percentage for purity was spoken of. The perfect 
drainage system of the town was explained. The efficient 
modern lighting by gas and electricity was given its quota of 
space. 

The convenience of the trains was featured. The incom- 
parable service was set forth in glowing terms. 

The fact that there were no mosquitoes was strongly em- 
phasized. 

Mr. and Mrs. Brown were at first fascinated, then wildly 
excited. They had lived in the town five years. Mr. Brown 
had never found the time week days to bathe in the lake, fish 
or go canoeing. On Sunday he read the newspapers and slept. 

They had not noticed the fine old trees especially because 
they were so near and numerous. They had never taken ad- 


vantage of the beautiful drives except when they used them to 
go out of town. The handsome residences and quiet, orderly 
neighborhood had not impressed them. If there had been 
mosquitoes they would have complained of them. As there 
were none they had never thought of the fact. 

Now, however, everything was changed. They were in 
the most perfect of all vacation spots described by nine rail- 
roads! They became frantic with joy. Clasping each other 
by the hand they rushed to the spacious piazza and gazed out 
upon the lake. The shimmering beauty of the tranquil surface 
thrilled them. The sight of the gliding canoes, the merry 
bathers, the happy fishermen, all vacationists from the city, 
held them spell-bound. 

Laughing in sheer delight at their many enchanting dis- 
coveries they turned and raced into the kitchen where Mr. 
Brown drew off two brimming glasses of the crystal pure spring 
water, which they drank eagerly, and followed, each, with 
another, declaring they had never tasted such water. They 
let it run with a strange delight, realizing that the drainage 
was perfect. They turned on the electric light, and turned it 
off, and lighted the gas and turned it out, rejoicing in the ab- 
solute perfection of the system. 

Again they rushed out on the piazza and seated themselves 
in great, easy chairs. For the first time they seemed to reatize 
the wondrous enjoyment of sitting on a piazza in comfort. 
On their vacations they had always been almost eaten alive 
by the mosquitoes. 

The whistle of a locomotive in the near vicinity caused them 
to remember that the train system was indeed perfect. Mr. 
Brown had not missed the 7:32 once in five years! 

They laughed again, gayly, and jumping from their seats 
threw their arms around each other’s necks. Their happiness 
was absolute. At last they had discovered the ideal vacation 
spot! 

They resolved to remain at home and take in the attractions! 




















A SHORTAGE OF KNOTHOLES 
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SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES by Anna Cadogan Etz 


Why Worry About Women ? 
N° CLASS of people in the world ever 
wanted to vote or ever would vote, 
that is, a majority of no class. Large 
numbers of people have become very 
excited because the class to which they 
belonged was denied the right to vote, 

but that is quite a different thing. 
The American Revolution would seem 
to have been an occasion when men 
were willing to pay the highest price in 
life and money and freezing and starving 
just because they wanted the right to 
vote, but events proved quite otherwise. 
Right in Boston on that great and 
memorable occasion when the election 
decided the question of the new Con- 
stitution only 760 of the 2,700 men who 
could vote proved that they wanted to 
by doing it. And as it was then, so it 
has been right down to the presidential 
primary recently in Vermont when only 
ten per cent. of the registered voters 


voted. No class of persons could ever 
hold the franchise if to do it they had to 
prove that the majority of them wanted 
to vote and did vote, not once in a while, 
but at each and every election. This 
being so, why all the fuss about whether 
or no women really want to vote? Being 
human they do not. Being human 
they will not. The wonderful and 
unprecedented thing is that such hosts 
of them think they want to. 

Suppose that women as a class wanted 
to vote and would vote. If they wanted 
to as a class they easily could. If they 
voted as a class, where, O where, would 
Then indeed 
Since 


man be on election day? 
would this country be feminized. 
votes for women is scheduled to arrive 
at no distant day, men best be thankful, 
that the ordinary woman will take her 
political privileges with the same spirit 
of moderation that the ordinary man 
shows. 








HER AIM? 


Thief—Don't shoot, missus! I'll come down. 


By All Means Let It Be Kansas 
” OMEN will have to be held jointly 
with men for anything that is 
the matter with Kansas,” glibly runs the 
press comment on the number of women 
who are running for office in that state. 
It so happens that the erstwhile “ Bleed- 
ing Kansas” of ante-bellum days has so 
flourished in recent years that of all 
places where women might be asked to 
stake their political reputation, Kansas 
seems to them the safest risk. 
Kansas where everybody is said to have 
a telephone and almost everybody an au- 
tomobile; where the wheat crop produced 
nearly a hundred loaves of bread for 
every inhabitant in the country and 
nearly a hundred dollars for every inhabi- 
tant of the state; where there is no state 
debt; where there are poor houses with no 
poor in them and jails with no jail birds 
in them: who, indeed, would not be will- 
ing to stand or fall with Kansas? 














Sunrise 

‘Mach’ doch nicht so'n erstauntes Gesicht, Amalie, 
als ob du noch niemals einen Sonnenaufgang gesehen 
hattest. Die Leute missen ja denken, wir liegen zu 
hause jeden Morgen bis elf Uhr im Bett!" 

“Don’t look so astoynded, Amalie, as 
though you’d never seen a sunrise before. 
The people will think that we lie in bed 
every morning until 11 o’clock.”—Meggen- 
dofer Blaetter (Munich). 





Spring Fashions 


[Don’t be ashamed to wear old clothes in 
war time.—National Economy Poster.] 

“This sir, is the latest specialty. Coat to 
fit like corrugated iron, trousers with fawn 
patch, permanent baggy knees and beauti- 
fully frayed at the ends.”—Passing Show 
(London). 























The Upside-down Fashions 


“Aber, Mama, nun bin ich doch erwachsen; wann 


darf ich denn endlich kurze kleider tragen?” 

“But, mama, now I’m grown up, when 
are you going to let me put on short skirts?” 
—Fliegende Blaettes (Munich). 





A Poser 


Engineer-storekeeper (dictating ) — Two 
gross fire bricks. 

Stoker (writing) —Two gross fire b-r-i-x. 

Engineer-storekeeper—‘B-r-i-x”’ don’t spell 
bricks. 

Stoker—Well, wot do it 
(London). 


spell?—Punch 





Far from the Front 


Making battlefield souvenirs: a firing 
squad at work on “Gifts that have saved 
life.” —Sketch (London). 
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The Special Alarm 
The Special—Are you aware, Sir, that 
there is a light showing in your upper-floor 
window? 
The Householder—Aware? 
silly ass—the house is on 
(London) 


Don’t be a 
fire!—Sketch 
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Spring 
“Alors, vous vous écrivez toujours aussi souver 
“Pour sir; et, en raison du printemps, il ne nous faut 
pas moins de huit pages par jour pour nous embrasser 


“‘ And do you write to each other so often?” 

“Surely; and as it is Spring, it takes not 
less than eight pages a day for us to kiss 
each other.’’—Le Rire (Paris). 
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Chemists Say That 


No Natural Waters 
Are Absolutely Pure 




















“We cannot tell by analysis with certainty that a water is or 
is not actually infected with disease germs. I do not mean 
that it is absolutely impossible to say that a water contains, 
for instance, germs of typhoid fever, for typhoid germs may 
be and have been isolated from water samples, but our tests 
are not so reliable that if we obtain a negative result we could 
say that the water was not infected.” 


Every glass of Schlitz in Brown Bottles means safety from 
germs in drinking water. 


Drink Schlitz in 
Brown Bottles 














Its carbonic acid gas hinders the develop- 
ment of bacteria that may already have 


lodged in your system. 


Schlitz is the only beer sold nation-wide of 
whose purity you can be absolutely sure. 
The Brown Bottle keeps it pure. 


Drink 


* Order a Case Today 
Se plep in Brown Bottles 
See that crown is branded “‘Schlitz’’ 
The Beer wx 


That Made Milwaukee Famous 














As A Pleasant Beverage and 
A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
It Has No Equal. 









15 Days’ 
ree 


Trial 


100 Designs 


How happy and grateful the woman 
or girl who becomes the proud pus- 
sessor of a Piedmont Southern Red Cedar Chest! It is the gift that 
every womanly heart longs for Exquisitely beautiful. Daintily fra- 
grant. Wonderfully useful and economical. Practically everlasting 
A Pledmont protects furs, wooleas and plumes from moths, mice, dust 
and damp. Any Piedmont shipped on 15 days’ freetrial. Direct 
from factory at factory = es Freight prepaid. Write for big new 
S6-page catalog with reduced prices. Postpaid free 

PIEDMONT RED CEDAR CHEST .. Dept. 4, Statesville, N. C. 


WHITE Look and Wear 
ANTES) PR ike diamonds 

} Are being worn by the wealthiest people 
every where.Stand acid and fire diamond 
test. So hard they scratch a file and cut 
glass. Brilliancy —_ ~ twenty-five 
} ears. Will send you these wonderful gems in 
any style, 14 K, solid = regular diamond mountings 

—by express—charges prepaid, so you can see and wear them 





















before you buy them. Writefor big illustrated catalog and Free Trial Offer 
WHITE VALLEY GEM CO., 819 Wulsin Bidg., Indianapolis, Indiana 
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Tis Often Thus 
N HER hammock Phyllis lay, 
Where the shade was cool and deep, 
And a glance revealed to me 

She was fast—quite fast asleep. 
To the ground her book had dropped, 

Downward one bare, white arm swung, 
While the other carelessly 

Out above her head was flung. 


There was to her wealth of hair 
Just a bit of disarray, 

And her cheeks were faintly flushed 
In a most bewitching way. 


Gently rose and fell her breast 

As each soft breath came and went, 
And her face seemed doubly fair 

Now it looked so innocent. 


Long I'd loved her silently, 
Filled with wooers’ fears of old; 
But as she lay sleeping there 
Suddenly my love grew bold. 


Down I bent and on her lips 
Passionately pressed a kiss— 
Oh, the ecstasy of it! 
Oh, the courage rousing bliss! 


When a moment later she 
Woke with just a little start, 
It gave me the strength to speak 
All that was within my heart. 


Yet my theft I dared not tell 
Till a wedded year’d gone by; 
Then she laughed deliciously: 
“What, asleep that day?—not I!” 
—W. Y. Sheppard. 


Boy Scouts of America 
HE Federal incorporation of the Boy 
Scouts of America signifies and 
protects a movement that may have a 
profound influence upon the growing 
manhood of the country. 

This organization exerts a great power 
in the preparation of boys for citizenship, 
for it is intended not only to conserve 
and develop physically, but to supple- 
ment modern educational facilities and 
inculcate and put in practice the best 
ideas that relate to true manhood. 
The boy scout learns to do things for 
himself, to assist others in emergencies, 
to exercise courage, self-reliance and 
kindred virtues, and to make himself a 
valuable asset to the community in all 
circumstances. He learns how to keep 
physically strong, mentally alert, and 
morally straight. 

There are now more than 200,000 boy 
scouts throughout the country, and the 
number is steadily increasing. It is to 
be hoped that the organization may 
include every boy fitted to become a 
member, for eventually it will mean 
much in every aspect of active life. 


Innocence 
Wife—Miss Sweetthynge, your for- 
mer stenographer, tells me every man 
she ever worked for, except one, kissed 
her frequently. 
Husband—I wonder which one of her 
employers that could have been! 





IF YOU DID NOT 
GO TO COLLEGE 


If you feel handicapped by 
the lack of educational ad. 


vantages which others have 
enjoyed, 


—if you want to substitute 
knowledge for ignorance, 


—if you want to know jp- 
stead of guess, 


—if you want to carry out 
your aims in life intelligently 
and efficiently, benefiting by 
the experience of those who 
have gone before you, 


—if you want to broaden 
your mental grasp and under- 
stand the vital things of to-day, 


—you should read the Li- 
brary of Universal History. 


This remarkable library of 10 
volumes is not a “ high-brow” his- 
tory appealing only to scholars. It 
is a fascinating story of man and 
everything man has done from the 
earliest times to the present. It 
tells how he lived in every age, what 
he thought about morals, govern- 
ment and religion, describes his 
manners and customs, and _ shows 
how he waged war and cultivated 
the arts of peace. At the same time 
there is no fact in any other history 
not found in these ten volumes— 
and told in a more interesting way. 
It embraces a history of the whole 
world for 6,000 years—not a history 
of merely a part or a period as given 
by other historians. 


An unusual offer is being made by 
the Brunswick Subscription Com- 
pany, 418 Brunswick Bldg., 225-5th 
Avenue, New York. By sending at 
once you can get the complete set of 
the Library of Universal History at 
a discount of nearly 50% from the 
publishers’ price, on small monthly 
payments, delivery charges prepaid. 

As the number of sets offered on 
these terms is limited, no time 
should be lost in writing for ful 
information. (Advertisement.) 
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With the College Wits 


So Say We All of Us—Jke—Ven do 
you tink de war vill be over? 
" Mike—Niver, oi hope. Oi’m satisfied to 
lave it in Europe.—Orange Peel. 


The Troubles of Artie—It was dusky 
in the secluded alcove, very dusky, and they 
sat silent. Something seemed to be on his 
mind. His face took on a strained look, like 
muddy coffee. He stirred uneasily, strangely. 
She flirted with her fan, he with her eyes. 
Suddenly the music struck up. It was 
his dance again, and she “adored” dancing. 

“Damn,” he whispered. Then she sprang 
it. 

“Artie, what’s the matter? You seem so 
uncomfortable.” 

Artie shuffled his handkerchief. 

“Well, Gertie, you see I only had one 
suspender button to start with and—oh, 
Lord, let’s sit it out!”—Purple Cow. 



































A Fast Friend 
'19—Wonder why Vera wears a wrist 
watch. 
Pre-20—Dunno. Oughta be a speed- 
ometer, eh?—Chaparral. 


In a Way—First New Yorker—Does he 
belong to the 400? 

Second New Yorker—Yes, indeed; he’s 
one of the ciphers.—Record. 


Get It?—76—His arguments are sound. 
19—Yes, mostly.—Pur ple Cow. 


To Surprise a Future Generation 

In September, 1915, a copper box was 
planted under a young elm tree set out by 
Louis H. Eisenlohr, of Philadelphia, in 
Ashburnham, Mass., under the auspices of 
the Cushing Academy of that place, with 
the understanding that it is not to be taken 
out and opened before 2015. The box 
contains many articles of interest related 
to the Cushing Academy, with leading 
Periodicals, including JupGE, and its con- 
tents ought to be very curious a hundred 
years from now. 





wae Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is made 
Beare ightful and healthful. eae of bitters by mail. 
Stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Adv.) 
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EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


“The Utmost in Cigarettes 
Plain End or Tip 
Pople of culture, refinement 

and education invari 
PREFER Deities to 


any other ci 
a 
dng 1g UI] 10g 


Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 
be , —* A 














CAPE MAY New Jersey 


Ostend—Trouville—Deauville all in one Smartest of American Beaches 


CAPE MAY HOTEL 


New modern fireproof resort Hotel, facing directly on the ocean. Every comfort. Finest bathing beach 
in the world. Deep sea and inland fishing, sailing, motor boating; good auto roads; golf, tennis; direct 


train service. 
C. A. WOOD, Lessee 


Booking Office, Hotel Warrington 161 Madison Ave., N. Y. Tel. 2770 Murray Hill 











MOUNTAIN PARK HOTEL 9p¢4oiMiner*.Sprines Bathe ot 
HOT SPRINGS, NORTH CAROLINA 

“In accessibility of location, in absolute freedom from dampness and fogs in the perfect purity of its health giving atmosphere 

and the beauty and grandeur of its surroundings the North Carolina Hot Springs stand pre-eminent among health and pleas- 

ure resorts of America.” 

Golf—Tennis -Open Swimming Pool—Mountain Trails—Horseback Riding 
The waters of these springs have been found to be practically a specific inthe cure of rheumatism, gout, rheumatic gout, 
kidney trouble and all kindred ailments. Testimonials on application. FRED J. FULLER, Manager 








“A Little Knowledge is a Dangerous Thing” 


If you can draw a little and want to draw more you 
have an opportunity to learn at small expense to 
yourself. 


Eugene Zimmerman has an established reputation 
as a cartoonist. 


He has put some of the tricks of his trade into a book, 
“Cartoons and Caricatures,” bound neatly in 34 morocco 
which will be sent to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


Pin a dollar to the coupon below and send it in today. 


ZIM BOOK 
7-22 Brunswick Bldg. 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 


Enclosed is one dollar, please send Cartoons and Caricatures to 
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After the 


war 1S over, 
the memories 
of it all will 
live for many 
years. How 
shall we com- 


memorate itr 
Zona Gale pro- 
poses an idea in 
her half-fiction, 


half-article story, 
“Over There,” 


in the July 22nd 
issue of 


416 West 13th Street, New York City 
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Stories with Smiles 


The Plan Back-Fired—Manager Hughie Jennings, of the Detroj 
Tigers, tells this one on himself. If it came from any other source it wouldn’ 
be believed, for the Detroit boss is essentially a modest man. 

“TI attended a big political meeting down in Scranton not long ago,” 
says Hughie, “and in due course of time was called on to speak, which I dis 
reluctantly, as oratory is not my long suit. As soon as I got up on the plat. 
form a man in the rear of the hall kept yelling: ‘Jennings, give us Hughie 
Jennings!’ I tried to begin my remarks, but was unable to make any head. 
way at all because this leather-lunged fellow insisted on bellowing out = 
name with a demand for a speech. ; 

“Finally it got so bad that one of the police officers went to him and 
threatened him with expulsion if he didn’t desist. 

“*What are you making all this fuss about Jennings for?’ demanded the 
officer. ‘That’s Jennings on the platform now trying to speak. Give 
him a chance.’ 

“* Jennings your aunt!’ came back the shouter, ‘that guy up there js 
the fellow who gave me two dollars awhile ago to yell for Jennings,’”— 
The American Boy. 


Wise Dog!—There was an old lady who rented a furnished villa for the 
summer, and with the villa also went a large dog. In the sitting-room of the 
villa there was a very comfortable armchair. The old lady liked this 
chair better than any other in the house. 

But, alas! she nearly always found the chair occupied by the large dog 
Being afraid of the dog, she never dared bid it harshly to get out of the 
chair, as she feared that it might bite her; but instead she would go to the 
window and call “Cats!” 

Then the dog would rush to the window and bark, and the old lad; 
would slip into the vacant chair quietly. 

One day the dog entered the room and found the old lady in possession 
of the chair. He strolled over to the window and, looking out, appeared 
very much excited and set up a tremendous barking. 

The old lady rose and hastened to the window to see what was the 
matter. Then the dog quietly climbed into the chair.—Chicago Herald. 


Who Went for the Flour?—‘TI’ll attend to you in a minute!” was 
the favorite remark of a certain mother to any of her children who were 
naughty, and the delinquent knew what this usually meant. 

One day she sent her 4-year-old son to the grocer’s for some flour. It 
was his first errand, and, much to his mother’s surprise, he returned empty- 
handed. 

“*Where’s the flour?” she asked. 

“T didn’t get it,” replied the youngster. “The man frightened me.” 

“Nonsense; he won’t hurt you,” admonished the parent sternly. “Go 
back at once and get the flour!” 

But again the boy came back without it, and this time his eyes were 


| full of tears. 





“‘What’s the matter?” asked the mother, anxiously. 

““Boo-o-hoo-o!” wailed the child. “I’m afraid of the man. Ever 
time I went in, he said, ‘ All right, sonny, I’ll attend to you in a minute!"”— 
The Christian Herald. 


His Peculiarity—A wild-eyed, disheveled-looking woman burst into 
the local police station. 

“My husband has been threatening to drown himself for some time,” 
she cried, hysterically; “and he’s been missing now for two days. I want 
you to have the canal dragged.” 

“ Anything peculiar about him by which he can be recognized, supposing 
we find a body?” inquired the inspector. 

The woman hesitated, and seemed at a loss for a minute or two. Then 
a look of relief slowly overspread her face. 

“Why, yes,” she exclaimed at last; “he’s deaf!” —T7t-bits. 


’Er ’At—A woman entered a tramcar rather out of breath, and pre- 


sented a singular appearance, for instead of a hat she was balancing a huge 





Ne 


basket on her head with as much grace and ease as if it had been her Sunday 
bonnet. She could only just manage to get through the doorway, but she 
sat down with the basket gracefully poised on her head. 

“All fares, please,” said the conductor. “And I shall want twopence 
for that there basket, mum.” 7 

“Get away with yer,” she said. ‘“D’ye charge anything for ladies’ hats? 

“No, mum.” a 

“Thin get on with yer work. This ’ere basket is a-going to be my at. 
—London Notes. 

An Expert—“I understand that Binks has become an efficiency expert. 

“Ts that so? Now he will be able to teach everybody to do everything 
he can’t do himself.”—Richmond Times-Dispatch. 
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Don’t drop out of the 
world entirely! 


Of course you go on your 
vacation to ves¢, not to read. 


But big things are going 
on these days and you don’t 
want to miss them altogether. 
All the news of the world- 
happenings that appear in 
the papers you can see in 
Leslie’s. 


Leslie’s is just the thing to 
take on your vacation. Its 
striking news-pictures, _ its 
terse editorials, its compre- 
hensive digest of current 
events, will give you just 
what you need to keep in 
touch with the busy world 
you leave behind. 





Leslie's 

















Fill cut the coupon below 
with both addresses and mail 
it in with a five-dollar bill. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 Fifth Avenue New York City 


Leslie’s 

225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
Enclosed please find $5. Send Leslie's to 

Name.... 


J-7-22 


Permanent Address 


Address from rr aes eee 





























Passing the Mustard 


The Doctor Confirmed—V isitor—My 
good man, you keep your pigs much too near 
the house. 

Cottager—That’s just what the doctor 
said, mum. But I don’t see how it’s agoin’ 
to hurt ’°em!—Punch. 


Not a Lottery—F/im—I say, do you 
honestly believe that marriage is a lottery? 

Flam—Well, I should say not! Why, 
man alive, in a lottery one is supposed to 
stand some chance.—Toledo Blade. 


Something Finer 
The vine-clad cottage, be it said— 
The one our daddies used to know— 
Is seldom seen. We have instead 
The mortgage-covered bungalow. 
—Kansas City Journal. 


Convinced—“ We are often impressed 
with the slightness of our own knowledge.” 

“T’ve been made to realize that,” replied 
Mr. Cumrox. “I’ve been listening to my 
daughter’s commencement essay.”’—Topeka 
Journal. 


A Hint?—Wiss Bright (to her small 
brother)—Willie, put Mr. Borleigh’s hat 
down; you might damage it—besides, he will 
want it in a few minutes.—Dallas News. 


She Ought To—‘Do you know the 
nature of an oath, madam?” 

“Well, I ought to, sir. We’ve just moved 
and my husband has been laying the car- 
pets.” —Topeka Journal. 


Damp—‘“The climate is pretty damp 
there, isn’t it?” 

“T should say so. It’s really so damp the 
people can’t raise anything but umbrellas.” 

Detroit Free Press. 


Piffle!—“Ah! A package of old love 
letters, tied round with a faded pink ribbon. 
I could shed tears at the sight of them.” 

“Piffle! For true pathos nothing sur- 
passes a bundle of canceled checks.”—Bir- 
mingham A ge-Herald. 


I forgot myself and 
* remarked Mr. 


Surprised Her—“ 
spoke angrily to my wife,’ 
Meekton. 

“Did she resent it?” 

“For a moment. But Henrietta is a fair- 
minded woman. After she thought it over 
she shook hands with me and congratulated 
me on my bravery.’’—Kansas City Star. 


Economy—“ You say your automobile 
enables you to economize?” 

“Ves,” replied Mr. Chuggins. “I keep 
thinking about the price of gasoline till I lose 
my appetite and don’t have to worry about 
the high cost of food.””—Washington Star. 


No Use Divorcing Him—“ Brave girl.” 

“Why do you say that?” 

“Vou stuck to your husband all those 
months he was out of work.” 

“Sure. He couldn’t have paid any ali- 
mony then.”—Kansas City Journal. 


A Prospect of Freedom—“ Where do 
you intend to go this summer?” 

“I’m going to stay at home,” replied Mr. 
Dustin Stax. “My family’s going away 








Ce MEL Ai il 


How Many 
Times Have 
You 
Wished 


for 


Relief ? 
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“Tight garters must be re 
moved.""—Excerpt from A mer 
Jour. Clinical Medicine 






You can have it with Shir Gar, 
b cause it is designed along 
s_nsible, comfortable lines 


4h, 
bc 
* 
TRADE MARK 


Supports Socks Without 
Binding 


, Attaches to shirt and to the socks— 
absolutely no binding to cause swole 
len veins or to tire leg muscles. 


hy Holds Shirt Down. Effectively 
prevents it from bulging out. Get 
your pair of Shir Gar today—satis- 
faction guaranteed. 

tHe Shir-Gar At dealer or by mail, 50c. 

WAY 
SHIRT GARTER CO. 
Nashville, Tenn. 


If your jobber can't supply 
order direc 






Dept 32 


Dealers: 
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THE FINEST SUMMER CRUISE 
ON THE ATLANTIC SEABOARD 


NG All Expense DAY wcrinerncraiss QE, 
Northern Cruis 
Visiting Foreién America| 


equal in interest, novelty, and healthfulness to a Euro- 
pean cruise. _ Visiting HALIFAX, Nova Scotia, the 
land of Evangeline, and ST. JOHN S, Newfoundland, 


the Norway of America, via the 


Red Cross Line 


New tourist steamships, STEPHANO and FLORIZEL, fitted with every 
convenience and safety device. Cost of trip includes every essential 
expense. 7 days atsea and Sin port. Splendid cuisine, orchestra, sea 
sports. Ship is your hotel for the entire trip. Reduced Rates for Superior 
Accommodations, Sept. and Oct. Write today for illustrated Booklet 17. 


BOWRING & COMPANY 17 Battery Pl., New York 








MOTHERSILL’S 
SEASICK REMEDY 


The Thing for Trainsickness 
AT ALL LEADING DRUGGISTS 








WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 
simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring you 
wealth. Write for ‘ ‘Needed Inventions” and ‘How to Get Your 
Patent and Your Money.” & Co., Patent . 
Dept. 129, W: achiegton, D. ¢ 


stlorneys 























**4 Curtain of Fire”’ 
By James Montgomery Flagg 


THs striking picture, in full 
colors, 9 x | 2, free from all 
printing and mounted on a 
heavy, double mat, will be sent, 
postpaid, for twenty-five cents. 





Judge Art Print Dept. 
225 Sth Avenue, New York City || 



















A white silk or kid 
hand-bag is a dainty 
thing—when clean. 
When soiled—dip it 
in Carbona. 


- 


Carbona cannot explode. 
5c 25c 50c $1. 


‘ 99 66 ”? 
“BATHHOUSE 23” “KEEP OUT 
OUR LATEST NOVELTY 
Bathhouse in wood veneer with 
swinging door and brass fastener; 
size 5x8 Inches; with the door open 
you see a beautiful, hand coloret 
picture of an Ostend bathing girl. 
Comes boxed, prepaid, for 25c 
to introduce our new catalog of 
pictures for The Den, “all win- 
ners!” Many Comics. Catalog 
alone 10c. Stamps accepted. 
CELEBRITY ART CO., 
37 Columbus Ave., Boston, Mass. 


9 PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 

1 will send you all newspaper clip- 

pings which may appear about 

you, your triends, or any subject on which you may want to be 

‘up-to-date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIRE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 


PERSONAL 
Messrs. GOODERHAM &*WORTS (Limited), Toronto, Canada, 
beg to announce that the whisky they are now sending to the United 
States is TEN YEARS OLD. 


At all druggists. 


























and I’m going to embrace the opportunity 
to sit in my shirt-sleeves and smoke cigars 
in the best rooms in the house.”—Wash- 
ing Star. 


Needed a Brake—Farmer Hans was in 
search of a horse. 

“T have the very thing you want,” said 
the stableman, “a thoroughgoing road horse. 
Five years old, sound as a quail, $175 cash 
down, and he goes ten,miles without stop- 
ping.” 

Hans threw his hands skyward. “Not 
for me,” he said. “I vouldn’t gif you five 
cents for him. I lif eight miles out in de 
country und I’d haf to valk back two miles.” 
—The Christian Herald. 


_ Flyixis (A story of the tanbark)—Old 
man Drugg, in his skull cap, sat doaing be- 
hind the counter of his shop, outside which a 
sign read: “Drugg, Druggist, Drugs.” 

A sporty looking man with a _ black 
mustache and a nervous smile and a green 
suit and an imitation panama and a package 
of cigarettes entered and inquired, “Have 
you anything that will make a race horse 
run faster?” 

“T have,” said old man Drugg. “Flyixis. 
My own invention.” 

“T’ll trouble you for some, please.” 

“No trouble at all—$5 a capsule,” said 
old man Drugg impolitely. 

And the stranger bought a capsule and 
departed. 

That same evening he returned, in rather 
more of a hurry and with his nervous smile 
even more pronounced. 

“Did it work?” asked old man Drugg. 

“Did it work!” repeated the sporty one. 
“My horse kept on going like a streak of 
buttered lightning in a straight line over the 
fence. Give me two capsules of that stuff 
please. I'll have to catch that animal.”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


They Meant Well—A postal corre- 
spondent sends the following extracts from 
letters that have recently been addressed to 
the officials: 

“Dear Sir:—My husband has been away 
at the crystal palace and got a for days 
furlong and has now gone to the mind 
sweepers.” 

“Dear Sir:—I am his grandfather and 
grandmother. He was born and brought up 
in this house in answer to your letter.” 

“Dear Sir:—You have changed my little 
boy into a little girl; will it make any 
difference in the future?” 

“Dear Sir:—I have not received no pay 
since my husband gone from nowhere.” 

Another correspondent who had a griev- 
ance replied: “In previous correspondence 
with your office I am always described as 
‘Mrs.’ You would form a different opinion 
if you saw my _ whiskers.”—Manchester 
Guardian. 

Biology—First Girl—What’s _ biology 
mean? 

Second Girl—Why, it’s the science of 
shopping, I suppose.—Boston Transcript. 


What Pa Said—Hector—What did your 
father say when you told him I was a war 
correspondent ? 

Imogene—He said he would give you 
something to write about if you didn’t leave 
early tonight.—Brooklyn Life. 





























Helen Gonne is another 
favorite of Movie Rooters. 
She says it’s as much fun to 
be on the inside looking out 
as on the outside looking in. 


If you would like to have 
the big motion-picture per- 
formers talk to you about 
themselves, they will do it 
for you each month in Film 


Fun. 


You will enjoy the play 
more when you see it on the 
screen if you know the “‘in- 
side” of its production and 
get acquainted with its heroes 
and_ heroines. 


You can meet your favor- 
ites informally in the columns 
of Film Fun. Besides their 
chatty stories and the strik- 
ing pictures of the new fea- 
tures soon to be released you'll 
find the magazine full of 
laughter and fun all its own. 


Tear off the Coupon and send it in 


Ten cents a copy, $1.00 a year 


FILM FUN 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 
Published by the Leslie- Judge Co. 


FILM FUN J. 7-22-16 
225 Sth Avenue 
New York 
Enclosed find ($1.00) for which please send me FILM 
FUN for 1 year. 


Name 


Address 
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“WHEN LOVELY WOMAN STOOPS—” 


(hu hi NALS 


i MA 


A beautiful queen, young, im- 
pulsive, generous and brave 
a diamond necklace of fabulous 





price 


was she the innocent victim of a vulgar plot hatched in the brain of 
credited courtier, or was she a party to the conspiracy for the possession of the bauble? 


a dissolute woman and a dis- 
A populace inflamed 


with hate and erying for bread sealed its verdict in her blood and that of the fairest and the bravest of France. 
Thrones have tottered and dynasties have crumbled into the dust of oblivion through causes relatively 


as insignificant as a pin-prick. 


fate selects strange agencies in working out her designs, and nowhere is this more 


evident than in the marvelous stories told in the twenty volumes of the new edition of 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


You will search in vain in history or 
fiction for a parallel to these pulsing life 
stories of men and women around whom 
history revolves. Is it any wonder that 
the appetite of the reading public de- 
mands edition after edition—that no 
home or school library is considered 
complete witheut 
these wonderful 
books? 


| | 
2600 Years of History —But 


History with All the Thrill 


and Fascination of Romance 












Instead of a dry history of the world 
giving a jumble of facts, dates and figures, 
each of these 20 volumes is a complete 
life story—an enthralling romance, an 
entertaining novel in every sense except 
that it is true. 

We follow the fortunes of Caesar as 
he extends the boundaries of Rome to in- 
clude all the known parts of the earth, 
and we are with him on the fatal ides of 
March. We see how the beauty of a 
woman—Cleopatra—wrecked the life of 
Antony, and turned aside the tide of 
Rome’s destiny and therefore that of 
the world. 

History in the form of Biography is 
our great instructor. The lives of famous 
characters are the beacons that will guide 
us safely on the voyage of life, though the 
sea of time we navigate is full of perils. 

ut it is not an unknown sea. It has been 
traversed for ages, and there is not a 
sunken rock or treacherous shoal which is 
not marked by the wreck of those who 


have preceded us. 
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NEVER AGAIN SUCH A BARGAIN 


OUR GREAT INTRODUCTORY OFFER 


If You Are Prompt 


DUMAS GIVEN 


6 VOLUMES 
English Cloth—Red and Gold 


9000 Pages That Sparkle and Throb with Life 


We not only send you the 20 volumes of Famous 
Characters—5250 pages—at half price, but a 6- 
volume imported set of Dumas—without costing 
you a cent. You get 26 volumes, including the 
matchless romances of Dumas containing over 
3200 pages— 

Count of Monte Cristo | Marguerite de Valois 

Three Musketeers The Black Tulip 

Twenty Years After 
printed on Bible paper in large, clear type—But 
only while the imported Dumas lasts. 

Send Coupon Today 
and understand why this offer has taken the reading public 
by storm—why it is necessary to act quickly to take advan- 
tage of it. 
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Whether you are just starting, or are putting the 
finishing touches to, a choice collection of books, you 
can’t afford to neglect this opportunity. 

You never saw such value for the money 
20 beautifully bound gold top books filled from cover 
to cover with tragedy and comedy—with the loves 
and hates of men and women whom 
to know isa necessary part 


of an all-round f 
. ae 


education. 
um 
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PARTIAL LIST OF CHARACTERS 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


1. Alexander the Great 11. Mary Queen of Scots 
2. Williamthe Conqueror 12. Henry IV 
3. Cyrus the Great 13. Xerxes 
4. Hannibal 14. Julius Caesar 
5. Pyrrhus 15. Nero 
6. Peter the Great 16. Cleopatra 
7. Genghis Khan 17. Darius the Great 
8. Hernando Cortez 18. Josephine 
9. Marie Antoinette 19. Queen Elizabeth 
10. Romulus 20. Alfred the Great 


These are the men and women who made history of their 
own day, and whose example, as guide or warning, is the most 
precious port of our heritage from the ages. 


A DISCOUNT OF 50%, BY SENDING $1 NOW 


The original publishers’ price was $30.00, Our opening 
price on this superb New Edition is $15.00—but we can not 
promise to hold the price long at this figure and the number of 
orders that will come to us in the next two or three weeks 
promises a speedy exhaustion of our available stock, so there 
will be a fn ee in filling orders not sent immediately. The 
20 volumes contain 5250 pages and 60 full page illustrations in 
sepia. Each volume 8x5!4 inches. Rich cloth binding—gold 
tops—a volume it is a pleasure to read and handle. And 
Dumas Free for just the little while they last. 


Money Back If Not Satisfied. But You Must Send Coupon Now 


® Brunswick Subscription Co., 

i 407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

‘ Send me the 20 gold top volumes of “Famous Characters 

B of History” and the 6 volume Dumas, as per your offer. 

J Enclosed find $1.00 first payment. as represented, 

1 I will keep the books and remit $1.00 a month for 14 months 
after their receipt. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, asx 

: for instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 

i to be refunded on their receipt. 

: ONG 6.6.00 06060000 006605060000000600000000000600008 

SD MGBIONG oo 6 60.00606000:90000060000000060 600008 00060808 
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Boheme, 


C Hes quality deter~ 
mines deliciousness 
roy Me of -1-) ee MELA 0) ome 


Good hops are good 


for the nerves. 
Gaa er Hops are conce~ 
ded to be the best hops. 

Genuine imported 
Saazer Hops are used 


exclusively in malin 
Budweiser 


fey amare ht-jabaterahta- mere (-) 6 a 
ciousness and pure 
date) Catcre)eatssalacimme (sjeatehatel 


udweiser 


ANHEUSER-BUSCH, sr. Louis. 





